Gustwve Flaubert Letters

CLXXVL    To GEORGE SAND

Saturday, 1870
Dear master,

Here we are in the depths of the abyss! A shameful peace
will perhaps not be accepted! The Prussians intend to destroy
Paris! That is their dream.

I don't think the siege of Paris is very imminent. But in
order to force Paris to yield, they are going to (1) terrify her
by the sight of cannon, and (2) ravage the surrounding
country.

We expect the visit of these gentlemen at Rouen, and as I
have been (since Sunday) lieutenant of my company, I drill my
men and I am going to Rouen to take lessons in military tactics.

The most deplorable thing is that opinions are divided, some
for defence to the utmost, and others for peace at any price.

/ am dying of humiliation. What a house mine is ! Fourteen
persons who sigh and unnerve me! I curse women! It is be-                     ;||;

cause of them that we perish.

I expect that Paris will have the fate of Warsaw, and you
distress me, you with your enthusiasm for the Republic. At
the moment when we are overcome by the plainest positivism,
how can you still believe in phantoms? Whatever happens, the
people who are now in power will be sacrificed, and the Republic
will follow their fate. Observe that I defend that poor Repub-
lic ; but I do not believe in it.                                                                       ill

Iff'

That is all that I have to say to you.    Now I should have                    (j||

many more things to say, but my head is not clear. It is as if
cataracts, floods, oceans of sadness, were breaking over me.
It is not possible to suffer more. Sometimes I am afraid of
going mad. The face of my mother, when I turn my eyes                      ^

toward her, takes away all my strength.
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